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TheTragedie 

But tell me, where is princely Richmond now? 

Chrijl. At Pembrookg,ot at Hertford weft in Wales, 

Dar, What men of name refort to him? 
s. Chnft' Sir Walter Herbert , a renowned fouldier. 

Sir Gilbert Talbot, fir William Stanley, 

Oxford, redoubted Pembrooke , fir lames Blunt, 

Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant cr ew. 

With many moe of noble fame and worth. 

And towards Londonthcy doe bend their courfe. 

If by the way they be not fought withall. 

T)ar. Returne vnto my Lord, commend me to him. 

Tell hira-theQueene hath hartily confented 
He [hall efpoule Elizabeth her daughter, 

Thefe Letters will refolue him of my mind, 

Farewell* . , Exe f tHU . 

Srttcr Buckingham to Execution. 

Buc. Will not King Richard let mefpeake with him? 

Rat, No my Lord, therefore be patient* # 

Buc, Hafitngs, and Edwards c hildren , Rtuers, gray , 

Holy King Henry , and thy faire fonfoe Edward, 

Vaughan, and all that haue milcarried. 

By vnderhand corrupted, fowle iniultice, 

Ifthatyourmoodiedifcontented foulcs, 

Do through the cloudes behold this prefent houre, 

Euen for reuenge, mocke my deftruftion: 

This is All-foules day,fellowes, is it not? 

5^wC^n 0 AU-foulesday,is my bodies Doomcfday: 
This is the day, that inKing^W/time 
I wiftit might fall on me,when 1 was found 

Falfe to his children, or his wiues allies: 

This is the day wherein Iwiditto fall. 

By the falfe faith of him I trufted molt: 

This, this All-foulesday, to my fearefull loule, 

Is the determined refpitofmy wronges: 

That high all-feer that I dallied with. 

Hath turnd my fained praier on my head, 

And giuen in earneft what 1 begd in ieaft. 

T hus doth he force the fword of wicked men y 0 



of Richard the Third* 

To turne their points on their maifters bofome: 
jsjow c Margarets curfe is fallen vpon my head, 

When he quoth lhc, flialifplit thy heart with forrowj 
Remember Margaret was a Propheteire. 

Come firs,conuey me to the blocks of fhame. 

Wrong hath butwrong,and blame the due of blame. 

Enter Richmond with dru ms and trumpets. 

Rich. Fellowes in armes, and my moft louing friends, 
Bruifd vnderneath theyoake of tyrannie. 

Thus farre into the bowels of the land, 

Haue we marcht on without impediment: 

And heerc receiue we from oar Father Stanley, 

Lines of faire comfort, and encouragement, 
Thewretched,bloodie,andvfurping Boare, 

That fpoil’d your fonimer-field, and fruitfull vines, 

Swils your warme blood like walk, and makes his trough, 

In your itnboweld bofomes,this foule fwine 
Lies now euen in the center ofthislfle, 

Neeretothe towneofZ««i?eras welearne: 

From Tamworth thither, is but one daies march, 

In Gods namecheareon,couragious friends, 

Toreape the harueft of perpetuall peace, 

By this one bloudie triall offliarpe w r arre. 

i Lor. Euery mans confcicnce is athoufandfwords 
To fight againft that bloudie homicide, 
i Lor. I doubt not but his friends will flie to vs. 

3 Lor. He hath no friends, but who are friends for feare, 
Which in his greateft need will fhrinke from him. 

Rich. All for our vantage, then in Gods name march, 

True hope is fwift,and flies with fwallowes wings. 

Kings it makes Gods, and meaner creatures Kings. 

Enter K. Tfchard, Nor. Ratchffe , Catesby,with others. 

King, Heere pitch our tents, euen here in Bofworth field. 
Why how now Catesby ,why lookett thoufo fad? 

Cat, My heart is ten times lighter then my lookes. 

King. Norfotke, come hither. * 

W»f«/<f,we mud haue knockes,ha,muftwenot> 

Her. Wemuft both giue and take, my gracious Lord, 

Kmg. V p with my tent thei e, heere will I lye to night, 



